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him a lot of oats and a sack of chopped straw to boot. The
ox devoured it all and lowed to show that he wanted more.
The peasant gave it to him and laughed.
Then his wife said to him, " Why do you laugh ? " He
said, " Something happened to me that made me laugh."
" No," said she, " you are making fun of me." He denied
it, but when she demanded the cause of his laughter, he said,
" I cannot tell you. If I were to tell you, I should die.'*
She insisted, and on his refusal she said, " If you do not tell
me I will return to my family." The peasant was very fond
of his wife and said to her, " I will tell you to-morrow morn-
ing, but after that I shall die." " That is all one to me,"
said she, "you must relate it to me." They went to bed,
but while his wife slept the peasant lay awake.
Suddenly he heard one of the hens saying to the cock,
" Our master is going to die to-morrow." " Why so ? "
asked the cock. " Because he is about to tell his wife the
trick of the ass and the ox," said the hen. " On my word,"
said the cock, " our master is a fool. I have twenty wives,
and they are all afraid of me, and he, who has only one wife,
does not know how to manage her." " What would you have
him do ? " asked the hen. " He should take a stick," replied
the cock, <( and give her fifty blows on the back every day till
she says, ' Forgive me ! I no longer ask you to tell it me.' "
On hearing these words the peasant said to himself,
" Egad, the cock has more sense than me." He got up, and
taking a stick said to his wife, " Well, do you want to know ? "
" I want you to tell me why you laughed," replied she.
" Look here," said he, " I am the husband and you are the
wife. Would you order me about ? May God curse your
father and mother ! " So saying he whacked her with the
stick till she cried, " Forgive me ! I no longer want you to tell
it me ! " So he let her be, and from that time she never asked
anything of him, and the peasant thought," God bless the cock
which gave such good advice! But for it I must have died." *
This Syrian story, as the editor of it remarks, is clearly a
variant of the version in the Arabian Nights, which has
1 J.   Oestrup,   Contes   de   Donnas     intermediate pages contain the Syrian
(Leyde, 1897), No. vii., " Le paysan,     text,
leboeufetl'ane",pp.97,99,101.   The